You can imagine how delighted Madame Rouves was
with the change."
She loved the intoxication of violins, the swoon of
waltzes, the whirl of quadrilles. She loved to cross the floor
on the arm of a smiling escort, to feel that perfumed atmo-
sphere all round her, to hear the faint breath of discreet
music. She loved to stretch out her white-gloved hand and
delicately take up a crystal glass of golden wine, and smile,
half-closing her eyes, and drink deeply of the sparkling
liquid. The bubbles rose continually and burst against her
lips, tickling a little. And the tears would come into her
eyes, and she would set the glass down on the table for a
moment, still clasping it, and her teeth would glisten
moistly between her parted Hps. A waltz would strike up
and they would return to the ballroom to dance; she loved
the rustle of her skirt as she moved.
And towards morning, when the candles guttered and
the air was heavy, she would go home.
Day would hardly be breaking as, with eyelids fluttering
with weariness, she got home at last and fell at once into
a feverish sleep. Or it might be she could not sleep at all,
but lay listening to the first carts clattering down the
street.
Only once, as she was dancing, did she remember
Bernard, But the memory passed like a flight of herons
across a wintry sky. And that was all.
Lavarenne sat motionless, his eyes shaded behind
Ms large hand, his legs crossed. The only sign of life
in him was that one foot twitched ceaselessly,
convulsively.
"Shall I go on reading?" asked Michel at length,
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